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Mamiz Russell, who drew the first ballot of death at the meeting
of the Suicide Club, and killed hersclf in her room at 97 West Houston

Street, on August 9th,
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_ A few like Jeunle Beck ‘and Stella Martls, who dfan't sdmit it if they
* were frightened, grew less anxlons to commit gulelde sfter they lenrned

_ gtaye In the missloni plot, That was one of the things that helped to make
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By MartinVan Norman, of the Florence Crlttenton
Mission.

Beveral of the girls who come here have told me of the Bul-
eldes' Club. I was horrified when I heard of it, and tried to learn
something of the meeting place and other detalls. But my_in—
formants always stopped short there. They s=sald they wers
bound to secrsoy and could not under any clrcumstances say
anything except that the club exisied and that it held regular
meetings. Even this the girls only divulged after hard pump-
ing. I could not understand, untll this knowledge came to my
ears, how such & sudden epldemic of sulcides should have broken
out. Jennle Beck, who acknowledged belonging to the club, told
. me that [t was formed by women who have learned that there
was nothing In the life they were leading, and who yet lacked
the courage to change this lfe for an honest existence in which
they must work hard., They preferred death. At first,- when
) the news of this dreadful club came to my ears I eould not credit
it, but I learned_afterward of 80 many things that seemed to
corroborate the statements made to me that I became convinced.
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Two days rfter the desth of Mamle Donohue I was taken HL T lved
at U3 West Houston gtreet In such rooms as girls of our class have.

‘Home one called In o doctor., He sald I was suffering from a nervous
shock and that T wonld have™to go to the hoaspltal I had been to the
bospltal before snd envied poor Mamie. And yet there was a great honor
B het, I was afrald to do ss she had dome,

So I sent word to a lady who had been kind to me, and asked her to
belp me. I said to her I wna ready to reform, and I hope I may stick to
my word- I am happy now for the first time since—since I first went
wrong. 1 was token out lonto the country and ln a few doys I woas almost

I tell the story of t‘ht Bulelde Clob with the full permission of my
protectress. In fact, It is practically st her request that I go imto it.
Bhe thinks that a foll knowledge of the facts will do more then anything
to break up the club in uTe the girls, who remaln should attémpt to
eontinue It. I bardly thiok,'though, that my coufession Is necessary to
Fasure Its breaking up. Most of the girls were as badly scared as 1 was

that the misslon people would not furnish & funeral with flowerae and a

walclde attronctlive to us—the funeral, Ida Cuff and Mnamie Russell both
bod beautiful funerals, while other girls who walted unt!l they were
doedl In the hospltal or poorhousa were put away In Potter’s Fleld.

It was Ida Cuoff who really started the club. I hear It was her death
wiarted 1t. 8he llved at the Florence Misslon. Bhe wns & comparative
steanger here. None of us girls knew her very well.  Bhe kept to herself.
They told me sbe had come from the West somewhere In search of the
man uho had promised to marry her. Sho dldn't find him, and after
e drifted Into the misslon. But sb> never was really one of us,
time In the latter part of July, I think It was the' 20th, she
. eommitied silclde. Bhe killed hersalf at the missloc by drinking carbolie

Q’tﬁry_

S S78a

&‘"‘

DQ"‘W' NG T'HE. 'FATAL BALLO"'

‘-‘ss%-fﬁ«

N

PR rl'l"‘.
".r"‘}'”l
B A,

l'l'ff-‘. i,“f‘
d :fl’r, 10,

fer .'!

7 Ko %7/722 /émm
&Z;@

were It not that so many provable faots exist,

These facts show that thirteen women cf the street, who mede Third avenue and the Bowery thelr head-
quarters, deliberately handed themselves together, under a compsact of death. They bound thempelves to mest

twice & month, on thea 18th and 27th, and to draw lota
in thirteen days of the date of meeting.
Minnle XEckels, who 'tells the etory, 1= one of th
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The Suicide Cfub and' Its Victims.
The Journal presents herewith the story of the Buiclda Club. Tt is told by ons of its membera. Anvthing
more extracrdinary hes never been heard of In real life,

formed the club, The other two have pald thelr club dues—death.

For wecks thers heve been rumors in New York that such an organization existed. That it centred about
the Florence Mission for Fallen Women, in Bleecker streat, was known. The names of ssveral of its members
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It is =0 incredibls that It would hardly bs belleved

to decide which one of the members should kill herself withe

e eleven girls who remain of the original thirteen that

were known. That it had already scored two victims was ktnown. At the Florence Mission thers has been talk of littls
else this month, or since the sulclde of Mam.ia Donohus, the last vietim, who took carbolic mld on August 21 and

died within a few hours.

The police have tried to get soms of the girls to divulgs the meeting place of the club. They met with silent

resistance. The most dreadful oath, according to the girl who now reveals the facts, was prescribed to Insure

BECrecy,

Minnle Eeckels explains why she no longer consider
at Ocean Grove. The peopls who have given her a ho
that she has reformed. Under 2 new name, she will tr

pened. News Hke that spreads very fast with us. That day all of us
went to the mission. They had taken Ida away to the hospital, where
she dled. Afterward they brought her body back to the mission. It wns
put In a handsome coffin In the cbapel, and there was a funeral such as
any one might be proud of. They sald all sorts of nlce things about poor
Iaa, who looked, ns wa thought, very lovely In her eoffin, In which a
lot of flowerg had been put.

They took her away In a hearss to the mission plot. After she was
gone, we girls began to talk of the difference between the funeral Jda
had had, and the sort,of funeral they glve them at the hospital where
B0 many of us had gone for good. I don’t know who it was that first
puggested that we do s Ida had done, We were standing, perhaps half
& (dozen of us In frout of the mission.

As I remfember It, there were, begldes myself, Jennle Beck, Frankle
Moore, Mamle Kelly, Mamle Ruossell,
We didn’t feel very cheerful, ns you may Imagine. Funerals always
make the girls reslize how wicked they are and bow they must some
day glve an accounting of themselves. Bven when they haven't any
religlon, the girls feel that there |s something they don't kmow about,
and death makes them pretty serlous.

But, somehow, we seemed graduaily to lose slght of ths terror of
death, In epeaking of Ida. Wh thought, instead, of the pretty funeral
| “That's the way I want to go when my time comes,” I sald.

*Well,"” announced some one, “there's only ons way to make saore that
yon will go that way."

“How 2"

"Do &8s Yda dld.” J

We couldn’t get away from the Iidea after that. We scattered, but
that evening when we met In Italian Jack's place east of the Bowery,
where most of us bung out, we began to talk about Ida and her sulclde,
&nd shout pnothing elge muoch, Mamls Russell took a jedd In the talk, and
finally she suggested that we all sgree to do as Ida had doos,

“Altogether? I nsked. I was pretty badly scared.

*No,” sald Mamle, “dne at a time. We will go over to my room and
draw lots, und the one who gets the prize ‘will do ss Ida a4, take car-Y
bolle acld. And I hope it Is 1" she andded.

Most of us were afrald, and I almost shook at the Idea. But Mamle,
who hnd been drinking, as nsunl, talked as If ahe wis possessed.

“What have we got to live for?' she sald, “Why should we be afrald to
dle? Nobody cares for us. Decent people wont have anything to do with
us. It is either do as Ida did, or elsa go away somewhere and work like
a nigger. T prefer to do as Ida did. We all know It feels good 'to get
full. Well, carbolle acld will simply make us feel that way. We wont
know anything.”

Itallan Jack's wasn't a nice place. Byen when I wne there, I knﬂr that
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Mamis Donohne and Stella Martin, |

s the oath binding, Hhe is llving quietly in & private family
me know all about her history and belleyve thoroughly
¥ to redeem her past life,

night to such a place as Jack's, and almist before we knew what we
were doing, we hnd agreed to do as she sald

“When will we begin?' asked Stella Martin

“Now," answered Mamle Russell. “Right away.”

“What, here’”

“Why not?*

“Evearybody would be onto us If we d1d It here,” put In Mamle Do'nﬂnm.

“Well, then, let's go to my room," proposed Mamis Russell.

Tt was after midnight when we got to her room, at No, 87 West Hons-
ton street. On the way over we had met a number of other girls, whom
we took along., They hardly knew what they were there for, and at first
seemed to trest the thing as a joke. As for me, my teecth were almos#t
clattering In my head. When we all crowded Into the llttle room, some ong
counted.

“My God!" she erled. “Thera are just thirteen.”

“So much the better,” sald Mamle Russell. “That will help us along.”

Bhe took off ker hat, & big satlor, snd put it down on the table.

“I'l fix the lots,” she told ms. “There will be twelve blanks and one
prize. How will we mark them, girls?"’

“Put a skull on the prize,” Stella Martin sald. Btella seemed as eager
for the thing as Mamie herself. Mamie fished ont some old letters that
were In her burcau drawer, and tore them Into frregular pleces about the
size of an ordinary vislting card.

On one she drew a skull and cross bones, I slmost screamed as I
watched her, I was that nervous, But Mamle herself was ss cool as If
she was c!c & mission meeting. The lguor she had had seemed to brace her
up. The rest of us had been drinking, too, but the terrible thing we were
doing, T think, made us sober enough. At Jeast that was the case with
me, and the other girls, with the exception of Mamle and Btella Martin,
were abdut us Lindly eeared 8s I was. They were nll huddled together,
and looked awful. There ¥as only a candls burning in the room, the other
light hoving been turned out by Mamle, who sald she was afraid of being
laterrupted by some of the nelghibors.

“You mustn't mnke any nolse," she told uos aa she tom tha old letters
into pleces for the ballots. “This Is what we are to do: To-day Is the 27th.
There are thirteen of us. We will meet oun the 13th and 27th of every
month and draw lots. The one who gets the gkull must take carbolic be-
fora the next mesting. Are you all agreed to that?"

No vae answarsd, and waiting a minute e #0:

“What iz the matter? Are you afraid? I suppose you'd mooner wsh
until Winter and go to the hospital and from there to a box In Potter's
Fleld, wouldn't you?" /

“Well, I’ wouldn't,” erled Stella Martin.
now."

We were all of us terribly excited by |this time, 28 you can Imagine.
The room was so closs, and we were packed In so solidly that we could
hardly breathe. For fear that we would be overheard, the dpor and

“1'd gooner have It over with

that night It seemed particwlarly dark and evil. Somehow Mamie con-

vinded us that anythlag would be better than to heve to come night after |
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‘window were kept tightly closed. I almost fainted away, end the whols |
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Mamie Donohue, who got the fatal skoll and crossbones at the
second meeting of the Suicide Club, and who killed herself with car-
bolic acid on West Fourtecenth Street, August 31.

Bu G. W. Reid, Sunermtendent Horenca Crittenton
Mission.

In order to ocheck theas sulcides, the managers of the Flor-
ence Crittenton Misslon have decided to stop the praoctice of
| burying the victims from the mission and fn the missjon plot
41 A formal order to this effect has been drawn up and promuil-
¢ gated. All the women emong whom we work have been glven

notice of this decision. I think the order will have & beneficial
effect. It takes away some of the atiraction that death ssems
to have for thess unfortunates when they know they sre going
to be buried In Potter's Field, without services or flowera or |
tears, instsad of having what they consider a “flne” funeral
Nothing else will probably serve so well to stop ths sulcides
We have, I think, by this order, accomplished more than would
have been possible by any emount of argument and reasoning. ¢
' Mo talle these poor women were simply deaf. They Insisted
1 that it wes easter to dle than to reform and work and lead &
decent lifs. Mamie O'Donchue's case decided us in taking some
actlve steps for putting an end to the terrible practice of self-
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seemed llke an awful droam.
tm'n'iel'a begin,’”” I heard Stella Martin say.

“Hold on & minute put n Mamile Rusgell. "Flrst, we will take an
oath to do ms we agree and keep gulet."

iWhat will we say?"

“You repeat after me: ‘I gweénr, #o help me God Almighty, that I wg
kil myself with carbolle seld if I draw the skull. I will come to 1t
niectings twice & mwonth 08 long as I live, and will not say a word to aoy-

tslde about this.'"
hmg.e?; Martin repeated the oath. Then some one else repeated it
Finally, it got round to me. I was 5o nervous I couldn’t Lal!. dlatinetly.

“Pon't be & coward,” urged Mamfe, “‘say It after me. Aud so I gald
it, but as I hope to live I dldn’t know what I said. It was only afterward
that the words come back to me. Mamle Russell wrote them out po that
we could repeat them at every meeting, she sald.

“Now, then, go on," Stella Martin sald, when Mamis 'had finished.

+No, not yet. We've got to take another onth, Let's all repeat it to-
gether.'’ o

ok will we say

“go‘f]t up your vight hand,” Mamie ordered, We all held them u-p.

“Now, she went om, say after me: ‘May God Almiglty shrivel up my
bones and paralyze me and make me bitnd £ I break my oath, So help me
Go;! know. T repeated that and I am pretly sure oll the others dld. We

be under a spell
m‘?;ie:wtnwe 11 deaw lots,” sald Mamle. *“Who will draw first™

No one spoke. No one moved Mamle herself finally sald:

“T gee you are all stlll afrald, so 1 will start.’” Bhe put her hand inte
the hint where ghe hod thrown the ballots. To this day I think she knew
Just where the skull was and that she ploked It out deliberately. Of

CONTINUED ON PAGE TWENTY-SDK



